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feet under the hutch-box, closed in as it was on all
sides, and make the footprints. Having said this he
stood, his brow corrugated, painful in thought*
" It would have been easy enough to explain how
he did it/' ventured Nelly after a while, " if the hutch
had not been there."
" I have it/' cried Archibald at once. " Doan't you
see, Miss Ryan, this fellow made the prints first, and
then put the hutch on so that nobody should see
them."
-" How clever you are, Archibald," exclaimed Nelly,
admiringly. " But what was he doing? Do you think
he was peeping at Old Joke? "
" Yess, that is what he was doing/' Archibald told
hen
" He must have been a very short man, then, to
have to stand on tiptoe/' commented Nelly.
" He was a short man/' decided Archibald. He had
not noticed till then that the intruder, whoever he
was, had been standing on tiptoe. But the deeper
impression near the bunched toes showed that Nelly's
surmise was correct.
"What big feet!" remarked Nelly, in an innocent
voice. " Almost like a Kling's."
" Nelly," whispered Archibald, in sudden excite-
ment, "the man that stole Old Joke was a KKng.
We have here the big feet and the big toe turaed in,
and when that night of the robbery I poked my head
into the hay-loft just before somebody hit it, I smelt
coconut oil verree strong. Stronger than the Malay
smells of it, but just like the smell of a Kling, There-
for I know that a Kling steals Old Joke/'